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DEAR READER 


Dear reader, 

First off, thank you for exploring this collection of pieces. Many passionate and brilliant individuals put 
their heart and soul into the works that make up this book; I am grateful to be able to present such 
diverse, raw art. As excited as I was to curate a zine and open up a space where there are no limits 
to creation, I must admit that my fire only burns stronger because of the encouragement and support 
from these talented artists. The point of this zine is, and has been, to discover. 

^ Discover. Irhe continuous self-discovery that makes you look back on who you were a year ago and 
snake your head with disbelief. Finding something beautiful in an unexpected place, and the sheer 
randomness of it all inspiring a sense of purpose in being where you are. Putting together the pieces 
and reaching a sense of understanding that is irreversible and that forbids you from seeing things in 
the same way ever again. | f | 

• • • 

Finding something new. Searching for something old. Realizing what you want. Realizing you don’t 
know what you want. Discovering nothing when you thought there was something. Discovering 
something when you thought there was nothing. 

Discovering the world. Discovering the ugly truth. Discovering beauty. Discovering ignorance and 
hatred. Unveiling the unspoken insecurities of someone you love. Understanding that there will 
always be another door to open. We think that we are all grown up, but we continuously find treasure 
and collect days like lightning bugs in jars. 

To the artists, I hope you discovered a new art form. A talent you didn’t know you had. A newfound 
confidence in your work. A newfound confidence in sharing your work. I hope you discovered a 
sense of purpose. The catharsis that art can provide. An outlet from the evil. A distraction from the 
terror. A way to share your thoughts, a way to inspire change, and a way to have your voice heard. 

I hope that you have created something that you are proud of and that this opportunity has given you 
a push to take risks, share, and not hold back. Even now, I hope this book leads to further discovery. 
Continue to search - there is so much to learn about the world and yourself. Art can only take you as 
far as you allow it. I hope you go on an adventure. 



*AII work is the property of its original artist. Thoughts and opinions expressed in the 
works in this publication belong to each individual and independent author.* 
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Valentina Caballero 




valentinacab.wordpress.com 

©val.ntina.c 


il’d be lovely seeing your face once in a while 





ten things you should know about me 

ten things you should know about me 

one. I always have a bow in my hair. 

two. I can always hear your laugh, even if it's down the hall. 

three. I like your laugh 

three. I hope you like my bows 

four. My heart kinda skips a beat whenever my phone vibrates 

four. How can people just leave their phones at home? I don't get it. 

four. I bite my lip when I'm nervous 

four. I bite my lip when we sit together in class 

four. You make me kind of nervous 

five. I've seen you smoke 

five. You've lit something in me, like how you light a cigarette 
five. I hope I last a long time 
five. I hope I don't burn out 

six. I smile when I catch you looking at me out of the corner of my eye 
six. I hope you notice my smile 
six. I smiled a lot while writing this 
seven. Why are romantics called "hopeless"? 
seven. Sometimes I think I'm romantic 
seven. Am I hopeless? 
eight. Why do some things happen to us? 
eight. Why can't some things happen to us? 
eight. Will this happen? 
nine. I want to stop biting my lip 
nine. I want my lips to be soft and kissable 
nine. I want you to kiss me 
nine. I'm still smiling 
ten. I could go on forever 
ten. This is more than ten things 
ten. Maybe you're reading this 
ten. I hope you're smiling. I'm smiling, 
ten. You make me smile 
ten. I hope you're reading this... 

m.m 

Margaret Manangan / @margaretjoy_ 






Year One 
Hugo Hum 








®ARE YOU READY TO ORDER? 

. ARIANAMAGLIOCCO 


“Shit. Ok, but what about the butternut squash ravioli?” I say to my boyfriend as the waitress 
walks out of ear shot having just taken my order. 

“I know I said I was in the mood for chicken tonight, but I don’t know, something about a silky 
cream sauce just feels so right, but I did have pasta for lunch, but that was tomato sauce, so it’s 
totally different. I wonder if they stuff the ravioli themselves or just buy them pre-stuffed, see 
now that would make a difference - have I ever told you about my grandmother’s ravioli? She 
stuffs them with spinach and cheese and sometimes a little meat from the farm... oh my god... 
it comes with garlic bread - okay I changed my mind I want the butternut squash ravioli.” 

I’ve always been indecisive, well maybe not always, actually I’m not sure - I’ll have to ask my 
mom about that one. But, what I can say with absolute certainty is that ordering a meal is the 
most anxiety-inducing, stress-evoking dilemma of all time. 

What if I choose the wrong appetizer? Now that might not seem like a big deal, but the 
appetizer makes all the difference; it primes your palate, sets you up for a successful meal, and 
ensures your stomach is in just the right place to welcome your meticulously chosen entree. 

Not convinced? Well, imagine this horror story: I order a seafood medley to start - it’s not on 
the starter menu, and the waitress says it’s more of a “meal,” but I figure years of overeating at 
family barbeques. Communions, and Sunday night dinners have prepped me for moments like 
this. But, as I’m eating mussels and shrimp and scallops, I realize I have butternut squash ravioli 
coming, and those flavours absolutely don’t meld well. The butternut squash is way too sweet 
and way too delicate to be bombarded with a mouthful of fishy aftertaste. 

Maybe I should have stuck with the chicken. Chicken and fish go together... don’t they? I mean 
I’ve had them together in Paella. 

My boyfriend tells me it’s too late. Apparently 30 minutes into a meal is long past the window 
of opportunity to change your entree - for the second time. 

So I sit and wait. Wait for my meal to be ruined, wait for the meltdown, the panic, the tears, the 
end of the world. And, as if on cue as I crack open my last mussel a woman with a painfully 
drawn on smile approaches the table, “butternut squash ravioli?” 

I nod my head and watch as the steaming plate descends in front of me. The smell hits my nose 
as the woman takes away the seafood graveyard sitting at the edge of the table, erasing its 
existence, leaving my manic tangents to be thrown out with my scraps. 


The butternut squash ravioli was delicious. I forgot to ask if they stuffed them themselves, but 
then again, maybe that’s not important. 
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why am i sad 

shauna ruby valchuk 
©fkatwogs 
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STRAND STATION 


Rain hits the cold street 

Pub life pours warmth and laughter 

Cheers! Bob's your Uncle. 

2016 - written while standing at the left side of the bar, Porcupine Pub, Covent Garden, London 


Doug McLaren 
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Beyond 
Alexander Bossi 
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Afterglow 

Mallory Thompson 


¥ 

Chloe 

Olivia Lake 
@olivia_lake 

This piece is dedicated to the person that taught me that word “retarded” is not 
synonymous with stupidity, that the words we choose to use matter to the people 
around us, the person who introduced me to the glorious world of drag queens and 
taught me that ignorance is not bliss! Here's to you Chloe, for helping me break down 
the prejudices I didn’t even know I had built up against other people. I cannot thank 

you enough! 
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untitled 

my morning coffee still looks like your eyes 
like you, the taste is warm and bittersweet 
I want to think it’s your love in disguise 
but coffee fills my breath with your deceit 
your body matched so perfectly with mine 
my battered frame was fragile to the touch 
a touch so strong I could not dare decline 
though knowing well I could not give you much 
and one by one the layers came apart 
your soothing words rolled smoothly off the tongue 
your touch, so strong; be still my beating heart 
for all the time remained, the night was young 
then morning came and waking from my sleep 
“these promises are just too hard to keep”. 

m.m 

Margaret Manangan / @margaretjoy_ 

The Moment 


Summerland 2 series 
Forest Muran 
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Name: c? 

Medium: Magazine on paper. 

“Jo Sun-Young” is the anglicized pronunciation of my Korean name. 

Last name always comes first. I love magazines and I have stacks and 
stacks of them. I used vibrant colours and images that reminded me of 
Seoul, Korea (or what I think it would be like) to make this collage. I put 
it on my door like one of those tacky name plates you find at a souvenir 
shop. To anyone who doesn’t speak Korean it just looks like fun shaped 
decorations, but to a Korean speaking person this looks like the entrance 
to the room of a young teenager who still puts her name on the door. 




Maris a Cho 






moon water 

Ml 

lain Faisal 






The tweet reads: 


“HIP-HOP/R&B HAS SURPASSED ROCK AS THE DOMINANT GENRE 
IN U.S. MUSIC FOR THE FIRST TIME ON.FORBES.COM/60118SRZ7” 

I'm not really sure what this means. Should 1 be pleased? Or should I be worried. What does 
this mean? That they can pay for our shows but catch us wearing a hoodie in the dark and they 
suddenly have amnesia. What does this mean? That they drop hundreds and thousands on a pair 
of real Yeezy's but when the cameras are flashing on him they call him just another angry black 
man. What does this mean? They live for her hairstyles, her figure, a tan, but never want to be 
as dark as her, have hair as "nappy" as her. What does this mean? Beyonce is goals with her 
blonde weave but Lil Kim will never be as beautiful. Especially not when she was dark. What 
does this mean. 

Did Philando die for this? Did Trayvon die for this? Did Martin Luther die for this? Did 
Michael die for this? Did Jordan die for his? Did Freddie die for this? Eric? Christian? Tamir? 
Sandra? 

You cannot blast hotline bling on the treadmill and clench onto your purse tightly next to a 
black man on an elevator. You can not corn row your hair when you go to a basketball game 
and make fun of the little black girl who wears it as a protective style. You can NOT assume 
guilt on any and all black men who walk with their hands in their pockets. So, what does this 
mean? It's contradictory. You love us here and hate us there. You also loved us in the fields and 
you hated us in your schools. And you loved us in the minstrels but hated us with "your" race. Is 
this progression? 


Because I'm not sure if I see it. 


Kianah Dames 
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Drawn by Power 

Summerland 2 series 

Forest Muran Rondo 
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Forest Muran 








Baby on Board 
By 

Nathan Wright-Edwards 


INT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY 

Beige walls and beige sheets with orange floral patterns 
dominate the room. There are two beds. A very pregnant 
woman, JOANNE (34), is sitting on the edge of one, and a 
thin, wiry man, RICHARD (38), is passed out on the other. 

There are open luggage containers scattered around the room. 
Empty beer cans are littered around Richard's bed. 

Joanne prods Richard's back with her finger. 

Richard snores loudly. 

Joanne pushes him off the bed. 

He crashes against the beer cans on floor, crushing many of 
them. 


RICHARD 

What the FUCK? 

JOANNE 

Get up. Job's in one hour. 

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - DAY 

Joanne walks towards an old, yellowing pick-up truck. It's 
the only one in the lot. She has a weathered duffle-bag in 
her hand. 

Richard trails far behind her, pulling on a sweater and 
covering his eyes from the sun. 

RICHARD 

I am going to throw up. 

JOANNE 

Don't you dare throw up in this 
car, Richard. You knew we were 
doing this today. 

RICHARD 

Really not feeling up to it, 
though, baby. 

JOANNE 

Get your skinny ass in the car. 



23 


2 . 



EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY 

The pick-up truck pulls into a long alleyway that's shrouded 
in trees. 

They park at the very back. 

Joanne looks expectantly at Richard. 

Richard is asleep against the gas. 

She grabs a newspaper from the back seat, rolls it up, and 
smacks him on the head. 

He wakes with a start. 

RICHARD 

Can you cut it out? Shit. 

JOANNE 

Get going. 

RICHARD 

Let's reschedule, baby, I feel like 
dung. 


JOANNE 

We already bought the ticket. 

RICHARD 

We've still got a bit left from the 
last job, we can buy another one 
tomorrow. 

JOANNE 

You are so right, honey. Let's do 
it tomorrow. 

She puts the key in the ignition. 

RICHARD 
Thanks, baby. 

Richard rests his head back against the window. 

Joanne takes the key out of the ignition and smacks him 
again with the newspaper. 

JOANNE 

Oh, thats right I You spent the last 
of the cash on beer and 
pay-per-viewI 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED; 


3. 
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RICHARD 

Quit it with the fucking newspaper, 
already1 


JOANNE 

We're doing the job today. If you 
want to be the one who sits around 
in the car and waits then so be it. 

Joanne gets out of the car and walks around to the back. 

Richard sticks his head out the window. 

RICHARD 

Come on, Joanne. You look like the 
octo-mom. 

JOANNE 

I'll get the newspaper. 

RICHARD 

All I'm saying is you are pregnant 
as pregnant can be. Come on, 

Joanne, you are slow as a turtle. 

JOANNE 

You're worried about speed? Not our 
son? 

RICHARD 

I mean...him too...of course. But 
the ncime on the ticket is Aaron! 

JOANNE 

Aaron could be a girl's neune. 

Joanne grabs the duffle-bag out of the back and starts 
walking away. 

Richard shimmies his whole upper-buddy out of the window to 
shout over the roof. 




RICHARD 

You're making a big mistake. You 
don't know how to do this type of 
stuff, Joanne! 

JOANNE 

(shouting over her shoulder) 
Be here when I get back! 

Richard shakes his head and looks pale. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
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RICHARD 

Oh, no. 

Richard pukes on the roof. 

He wipes it off frantically with his forearm. 

As Joanne turns the corner of the alleyway, she takes a look 
back. 

Richard stops wiping and gives her a thumbs up. 

EXT. COACH BUS TERMINAL - DAY 

Joanne is waiting in line to board the bus. 

JOHN (48), the bus driver, is collecting tickets. 

Joanne hands him her ticket. 

JOHN 

Hello, ma'am. 

Joanne is sweating profusely. 

JOANNE 

Hi. 


JOHN 

Hold on a second. 


JOANNE 

Why? 

JOHN 

You're missing something? 

JOANNE 

No. I don't think so. 

JOHN 

Where's his ticket? 

John points at her tummy and cracks a wide smile. 
Relieved, Joanne laughs and puts a hand on his shoulder. 
John helps her step up onto the bus. 

JOANNE 

You are a doll, thank you so much. 

Joanne climbs the steps of the bus, duffle-bag in hand. 
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Last Time 

Summerland 2 series 

Forest Muran No Ties With Anyone 

Summerland 2 series 
Forest Muran 
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INT. GREYHOUND BUS - DAY 

The woman sitting in the front seat, KATE (25), stands up 
and offers her seat to Joanne. 

Joanne, sweating through her shirt, accepts the seat. 

JOANNE 
You are too kind. 

KATE 

No problem, need a hand with your 
bag? 

Kate reaches for the bag. 

Joanne gives a nervous gag. 

Kate backs her hand away. 

JOANNE 

Sorry, no, I need it with me. Has 
my...meds and stuff. 

KATE 

Should you be taking pills with a 
baby? 

JOANNE 

Oh you know just asprin and pain 
killers. 

Kate looks horrified at Joanne. 

JOANNE 

(nervously) 

The baby-safe ones of course. 

Kate curtly nods and takes her seat just behind Joanne's. 

INT. GREYHOUND BUS - DAY 

The bus is driving along the highway. 

Joanne unzips the duffle-bag in the empty window-seat next 
to her. There is a revolver inside. 

With her body facing the window, she tucks it into her bra. 
Joanne turns to Kate and starts screaming in pain. 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 
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JOANNE 

Oh my god, its happening I 

KATE 

(startled) 

What's happening1? 


JOANNE 

I'm having the baby, you idiot I 


Joanne winces in pain and grabs her stomach. 


JOANNE (CONT'D) 

It needs to come out right nowI 


JOHN 

Is she going to be okay? 

KATE 
(to John) 

I don't know! 

(to Joanne) 

Can you wait till we get to a 
hospital? 



JOANNE 

Nol The little bastard wants out 
nowl I need airI Pull over, please 1 

JOHN 

Shit. 

John pulls the bus over. 

The passengers on the bus are standing up to watch the 
commotion at the front. A young man, Kevin, half way to the 
back of the bus throws up his arms in annoyance. 

KEVIN 

Let's get this show on the road I 
John takes his seatbelt off and comes to Joanne's aid. 

JOHN 

What can I do? 

(to the rest of the bus) 

Is anyone here a doctor? 

Joanne pulls the gun out her bra, stops wincing in pain, and 
points it at John. 


(CONTINUED) 
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It Was Rain 

Summerland 2 series 

Forest Muran Masks 

Summerland 2 series 
Forest Muran 
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JOANNE 

Back up. Sit down over there. 

She motions towards the seat across from her. 

JOHN 

Are you out of your mind? 

JOANNE 

Nope. I've got a baby on the way 
and Mauna's hungry. Now hush. 

Joanne rocks herself out of her seat and gets up. 

Joanne points the gun at Kate. 

Kate shields her face and squeaks. 

The rest of the passengers gasp. 

KATE 

Don't shoot! 

JOANNE 
Get up, darling. 

She lifts Kate up out of her seat. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Now if you would all be so kind - 
(to Kate) 

What's your name? 

KATE 

K-Kate. 

JOANNE 

Kate, here, is going to come around 
and collect your phones and your 
wallets. If everyone could please 
put their hands in the air where I 
can see them that would be greatly 
appreciated. 

The passengers stick their hands up in the air. 

Joanne hands Kate her empty duffle-bag and Kate starts down 
the isle collecting people's wallets and phones. 

KEVIN 

Are you even pregnant? 

Joanne looks savagely at Kevin and lifts her shirt enough to 
reveal her protruding belly. 



(CONTINUED) 


31 


CONTINUED: 


8 . 


JOANNE 

Come here. 


Kevin hesitates and looks at the people around him for 
support, they avoid his eyes. 


KEVIN 

You guys are cowards you know that. 

Kevin walks up to Joanne. 

Joanne grabs his hand and puts it against her stomach. 


JOANNE 

You feel that? That's child. 

Kevin, looking horrified, pulls his hand away. 



KEVIN 

I ain't never heard of no fat chick 
robbing a bus before- 

Joanne knocks Kevin on the top of his head with the butt of 
her gun. 

Kevin coils onto the floor. 


JOANNE 

(to unconscious Kevin) 

I'm not fat, I'm pregnant. 

The passengers gasp and start forward. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Back in your seats 1 Nowl 
(to Kate) 

And youl Keep collecting that 
stuff. 

Kate hurriedly starts collecting the phones from the last 
third of the bus. 

Joanne groans loudly, grabs her side, and hunches over in 
pain. 


JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Ahhhhl I think I'm about to shit a 
watermelon1 

JOHN 

Give me a break, you already pulled 
this stunt. 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED; 
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JOANNE 

I think it's really happening. My 
uterus is going to explode! 

John makes a quick lunge for the gun in Joanne's left hand. 

Joanne turns towards him and his head collides with her 
stomach and he gets thrown back into his seat. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Fuck off, man! 

Joanne point her gun at Kate. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Are you done yet? 

KATE 

Y-Yes. C-coming now. 

Kate hustles down the isle to Joanne. 

Joanne grabs the bag. 



JOANNE 

Good girl. Now- 

Joanne yells in pain again. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Mother Mary and Joseph's ass! 

Kate grabs the strap of the bag and runs for the door. 

Joanne pulls it back and Kate falls flat on the floor. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Stupid girl. Get out. 

Kate scrambles to her feet and charges to the door in fear. 

She hits the door hard with her face and slides down. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

(to John) 

Help her. 

John gets up and shimmies past Joanne, who keeps the gun on 
him. 


He clicks a button on the dash and the door opens wide 
Kate hurries out. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Joanne points John out the door with the gun. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

(to John) 

Sorry for the inconvenience. Have a 
nice dayl 


JOHN 

For the record, I think what you're 
doing is sheuneful. Coinmiting a 
felony with a baby on the way is 
absurd. 


JOANNE 

You know what? If you could do me 
one last favour and shut the hell 
up that would be great. I don't 
need a lecture from you, bus 
driver. You aren't my priest. You 
don't know how hard it is to 
survive on food stamps and petty 
theft. Get the hell off my bus. 

John exits. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

(to the rest of the 
passengers) 

Okay, people, let's go. Come on, 
now. Out you go. Thanks for your 
co-operation. Hopefully we never 
see each other ever again. That's 
right, it's all over. See yal 

Joanne stops a large man on his way out and points out 
Kevin's unconscious body on the floor. 

The man slings him over his shoulder with the help of 
another passenger. 



JOANNE (CONT'D) 

You're a doll, thank you. 

The passengers shimmy past Joanne as she follows them with 
her gun. 

The last of the passengers exit and Joanne closes the door. 
Joanne gives the passengers standing on the side of the 
highway a wave and a big middle finger to the bus driver, 
John. 


Joanne sits in the driver's seat, turns the key that was 
left in the ignition and hits the gas hard. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Great Wave 

Summerland 2 series 

Forest Muran How It’s Supposed to Be 

Summerland 2 series 
Forest Muran 
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She merges onto the highway and looks behind her laughing. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Woaaahl 

There is an audible splash. 

Joanne looks down at her feet. 

There is a small puddle of water on the floor and wet stains 
down her pants. Her water broke. 

JOANNE (CONT'D) 

Oh, crap. 



girl meets world 

Jasmine Kuri 
©jasminekuri 











Moraine Lake 

Maria Dolan 
@mariadolan3 



Old Hands 

Maria Dolan 
@mariadolan3 
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Untitled 

Amy Peterson 


This is from my roadtrip across the states last summer. 

If s a picture of double arch at Arches National Park in Utah. 
It was 11 OF that day. 
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As it Is 

Summerland 2 series 
Forest Muran 








purple fields abuzz 

the lavender blooms in rows 

fragrant in the sun 
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enticed by colour 
and rewarded with nectar 
the bees do their dance 


watching in wonder 

the soothing sounds of nature 

a feast for the eyes 



Dominique McLaren 
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Emily Dolan 


At 12 years old, I had told everyone that when I 
grew up I wanted to be one of those women In 
charge. One of those women in a big glass 
office, wearing stilettos and a pencil skirt, 
holding Starbucks, whilst hailing a cab. It didn’t 
matter what job I would be doing; I Just knew 
that I would be important. I had this 
overwhelming desire to “make it” in the most 
capitalistic way possible. 

Over the years I’ve come to the realization that 
even though I’m getting older, this big glass 
office isn’t just going to appear in my life. As a 
20-year-old, it terrifies me how much work is 
involved to get to that glass office, and how 
much more work is required once you get 
there. That office began to seem a whole lot 
smaller, the stilettos began to seem a whole lot 
less comfortable, and the Starbucks began to 
seem a whole lot more expensive. This 
discovery i/i/as especially eye-opening due to 
the fact that as children, we’re taught that 
whatever we put our mind to, we can reach. 
There are so many barriers to entry, obstacles 
to overcome, and work to be done, whether 
that be due to gender, race, sexuality, or a 
variety of other intersections. But I’ve come to 
realize that it’s important to not discount and 
rule out this big glass office because of what 
may seem like a thousand reasons to not try. 

I recently read an article written by Rona 
Ambrose, the previous interim head of the 
Conservative Party of Canada, entitled “Rona 
Ambrose’s Advice for Canadian Women 
Considering Politics” that effectively sums up 
this argument (http://www.macleans.ca/opinion/ 
rona-ambroses-advice-for-canadian-women- 
considering-politics/). Ambrose does a fantastic 
job at articulating the importance for Canadian 


women to continue to go out and be involved in 
the political realm, no matter how intimidating it 
may seem. Ambrose finished her address with 
the lines “you are equal, you are worthy, and 
you can do it. What’s the worst that can 
happen?” Although this at first may appear 
to be an extreme simplification of the effects of 
intersectionality in politics (as well as in a 
variety of different industries), I personally 
believe it has the opposite result. There are so 
many challenges to be faced in society today 
that it’s so easy to feel small and overwhelmed. 
These two sentences are a reality check on 
what one can work towards, and what can be 
achieved. Although there are many adversaries 
to be faced in the world, where would we be if 
we stuck with the status quo and didn’t go 
follow our dreams? 


So go throw on those stilettos and a pencil 
skirt, grab that Starbucks, and hail that cab. I 
know that’s what I’ll be doing. 
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Five Things I 

667 ^ • /?? 

Viscoverea 

This Month 

Georgian Bay Gin Smash 

No lie this drink changed me. If you're tired of aeeidentally blacking out and puking on your Inend’s mom’s van 
from the dreaded Black Fly ov four Loko^ this might just he the drink for you. With a hint of mint, this tang\\ 
eitrusy eoneoetion is perfect by the beach, the lake, or chugged in the washroom at a pre while the tiher is waiting 
outside. This drink comes to us from the company Georgian Bay Vodka which inikmously brought us the 81% 
vodka that has since been recalled from the LCBO, #L1T. 

Mary’s Gone Grackers 

If you're interested in experiencing what it is like to live as a bird, this is the cracker for you. Made with brown 
rice, (]uinoa, flax and sesame seeds these crackers will bless your insides and cure any illnesses you have. Despite 
looking and tasting like bird seed, this cracker is truly revoltitionary for the Gluten Free eommunity. As an 
organic, gluten free, non-(^M(), vegan, and kosher cracker, Marys Conew'xW leave you feeling happy, energized, 
and as pompous as an Oakville mom. 

Biotherm Homme Deodorant 

Have you ever been to the Mandarin Buffet Restaurant? No lie, this deodorant smells like The Mandarin 
Restaurant and I have yet to decide if that is a good or a had thing. If you too are interested in not smelling like 
Are Body Spray swA have a refined sense of smell or want to smell like an asian bulfet - hut also fresh, this is the 
product for you. Priced high to deter poor people, this deodorant will allow other rich, innuential |)eople to 
detect fellow Bourgeois. 
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RISE Blueberry and Ma[)le Kombiieha 

If you’ve ever wanted to drink blueberry ])aneake (lavoured fermented tea beverage, I might have found what you 
have been looking for. This drink tastes like Sprite that has been left out in the sun for two weeks which was then 
eombined in a blender with fourteen blueberries and a splash of NoName brand ma|)le syrup. With that being 
said, if* you have tummy issues, want to feel renewed, and are rich enough to drop $5 on one bottle, try Rise 
Kornbucha today! 

Fleet Foxes song “If You Need To, Keep Time on Me” from “Graek-Up” 

Fleet Foxes’ If You Need to. Keep Time on Me should be awarded the illustrious title of Matthew Conaeher’s 
“Best Cry of the Month”. As the title of the award states, this song will make you cry . If you have a heart, have 
been hurt by anyone, love anyone, have human emotions, or even speak or understand English, this song will 
trigger you so hard you will cry. The kind guitar strumming will comfort you as you sob into your favourite pint of 
ice cream over the girl who r-bombed your Instagram DM. 



Matthew Conacher 

@mattconacher 















A Day in Paris 
Hugo Hum 
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Silhouettes 

Carl Solis 
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